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"Well, old girl?" he murmured coming close up to her. She
listened to the sound of his voice as a suicide drowning in the
sea might listen to a dialogue on the deck above, and he re-
ceived as their eyes met what was the greatest shock to him in
the whole episode, the feeling that the girl was—in regard to
this matter at any rate—completely insane, and that there
could be no rational exchange of ideas, of any sort, between
them about it.
"Wizz, my darling! My life, my love!55 he cried, when he
caught this look, "you're my girl always, you're the same al-
ways. Don't look like that, Wizz, don't 5ee do it!"' and he
flung himself down on his knees by her side. "Look at me,
Wizz!" he repeated. "Look at me, my treasure. It's your
old Dud speaking to you! We'll go to where the child is to-
morrow. We'll take her away. We'll have her always. She'll be
yours to me—nobody else's! Of course we'll take her! Little
Wizz, little Wizz, do you hear what I say?" And in the tumult
of his anxiety he seized her by the shoulders with his two
hands and shook her violently.
But the girl snatched at his wrists and flung him back with
all her might. "You—fool! you don't know what you're say-
ing. There! Let me go. I tell you I've got to think this out
alone" She swayed to her feet and drew away from him. He
too scrambled up from his knees and stared helplessly at her.
Yes! There was that look in her eyes that he'd seen in the
caravan. To talk to her now was like talking to a person in
delirium.
"Wizz—" he began desperately, but she cut him short.
"You—/bo/!" she repeated. "You know no more about it than
—than	" and to his dismay her voice broke into a long-
drawn terrible moan, like the moan of a wild beast that has
been wounded, and rushing to the bed she threw herself di-
agonally across it, and lay there, face down, her arms stretched
out taut and stiff in front of her, and all her fingers extended.
After a minute or two that terrible moaning ceased. But
her quietness was almost worse to No-man, for it seemed to
draw a screen round her, like those hospital screens with which
they isolate the beds of the dying. One little movement of
hers was a relief to him, however. She clenched her fists. This
seemed more natural. Those stiff extended fingers had been
ghastly.

